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0 fatal, fatal flrote! 4 4 
That all this plealing Fabric Love had rais'd 7 
1 Of rare ſelieity | 
On) which ey'iwanto.Viee. with enyy, gaz d, 
And ev'ry ſcheme of bliſs our hearts nad form d g 
With ſoothing Hope for many a future day, IR 
In one ſad moment broke ! - RF 
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TO THE 
- INHABITANTS Fe WAKEFIELD, 
Ts SMALL 

| VOLUME or POETRY, 
is WITH THE GREATEST RESPECT, 


AND AS A TRIBUTE OF GRATITUDE, 
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MOST HUMBLY DEDICATED 
\ 


BY THE!R' OBLIGED AND FAITHFUL SERVANT, 
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T. MORGAN. 


T H E cuſtom of apologizing ſor uſhering 
into the World a Publication (it is in our own 
power to ſuppreſs if we were really conſcious ' 
of any defects or of its being unworthy of 
notice) is now generally declining ; yet I 
cannot altogether repreſs. the defire I feel to, 
ſecure for the. following Sheets a. favorable 
reception. . 


I firſt thought of putting my Poetry in Print 
when I found that many incorrect Copies had 
got abroad, and Pieces were attributed to me 
which I never ' ſaw. The partiality of my 
friends has ſtrengthened the preſumption of 
Nature and led me to believe it will not be 
deſpiſed. The trial is brought forward and 

| 1 . 


Images, and Ideas are widely different, and 1 


vi PREFACE. 

2 i | . 
your verdict will acquit or condemn a Poetie- 
Culprit, agitated by anxiety, and waiting 
your deciſion with a trembling heart. 


It is generally thought that I have attacked 
private Characters, and the univerſal Love of 
Slander has led ſome to make that enquiry 
with the Printer. I can, with the ſtricteſt 
veracity, aſſert I never ſlandered any one 
and in this little Volume I have rejected what- 
ever Picces I might imagine would be conſtru- 
cd injuriouſly, however innocently written. 
This will take from the reliſh, but ſuch as look 
for theſe ſubjecis I never ſought to pleaſe, 
and am ſatisſied with their - diſguſt. 'The 
Paſtsral Ballad was written in the South long 
hefore I thought of coming to Wakefield, and 
is now given, with only ſuch corrections as- 
appeared neceſſary, cre it met the Publie- 
eye. Its only merit is, its being a correct; 
recital of the event that gave rife to it. 
It is an Imitation of Shenſtone, and with his 
verſification in my Ear, I could not quite re- 
ject ſome of his Rhymes; tho' the Incidents, 


believe 
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believe are as truly original as any thing that 


relates to Love can be. At is in ſhort the ſim- 
ple Tale of a Shepherd-Boy and let its art- 
leſſneſs ſecure it your Compaſſion. 


It may help to reſtore that Love of Inno- 
cence and Integrity in our Commerce with the 


Sex which Characteriſed the earlier Ages; 


but which now ſeems to decline, from the 
prevalence of contagious example in the higher 
orders of Society. Should thoſe to whom 
ſome of the Pieces were written meet with 
them here, I do entreat them to pardon the 
apparent vanity,” as I have altered the Names 


and, if they have dealt ingenuouſly by me, 
they. can only be known to themſelves. © 


It is not probable that Auna will ever peruſe 
them; but ſhould it be- otherwiſe, I flatter 


my ſelf I have a moſt perfuaſive apology— The 


recollection of happier hours. 


Should the unlettered Mechanic The toil- 
ing avaricious Cit, or the Man whom tower 
ing ambition moves, take up this Volume, 

they may turn from the peruſal with Con- 
| tempt. 
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viii  PREFACE+- 
i | 
tempt. In the two former I expect no alter- 
ation for Ignerance is accompanied by ob- 
ſtinacy, and Avarice takes too ſtrong hold on 
its Prey, ever to quit it but with Death. 
While one diſappointment turns the ambitious; 
and he who felt no joy, but in the rattle of 
War, the Intrigues of a Court, the turbulence 
of Party, or in the jarring of Politics, meets 
with one flight and ſighs that merit, in this 
World, is fo ſeldom rewarded.—To the peace 
of tranquil Obſeurity he retires and ſolaces 
himſelf with the voice of Truth and affection, 
from the tender Object of Love—he laments 
that he was ſo long a ſtranger to this innocent 
delight, and joins in the Strain which. the 
Bard of Hagley poured. 
« 'The point to which our ſweeteſt Paſſions movez 

Is to be truly Lov'd, and fondly love; 

© Th:s is the charm that ſooths the troubled breaſt, 

« Friend of our health, and author of our reſt, 


© Bids ev'ry gloomy vexing paſhon fly, | 
And tunes each jarring String to Harmony.“ 


To have thought with Lord. Littleton (for 
ere Reaſon had illumined my Mind with one 
lingle ray, or reading.had directed my choice, 


my A* 
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my heart palpitated with the ſweet emotion) 
is a conſolation: no change of Time or Cir- 
eumſtance can deprive me of; nor do I bluſh 
thus to borrow his light, nor to ſhelter my de- 
fects under his venerable ſhade. 


The Cavils which petulence or malice ex- 
cites I was early taught to deſpiſe, and at this 
Age I think they can no more affect me, than 
the buzzing Night-Fly, which genial heat 
ſuſtains but for an- hour, and the firſt cold blaſt 


xterminates.—Not that I imagine fo trifling 


Production will engage any. one in Com- 
ment, but ill-nature is: ſo eaſily. vented, and 
nalice requires ſo much for its ſuſtenance, that 
he innocent flaſhes of fancy cannot eſcape its 

oils, and Harpy-like, it gorges with one 


ommon flavor, the ſweeteſt food of Heaven 


and the vileſt dregs. 


In this Volume J muſt ſay I have not re- 
eived the benefit of Correction nor advice. 
have truſted ſolely to the innocence and fim- 
!icity of the intention, and one fortnight only 
vas employed in ſelecting, arranging and 
,ompoling ſome of the Pieces. 


Little 
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PREFACE, 
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Little more remains to be ſaid— They are 
the amuſements of vacant time, when retired 
from the World, I forgot its cares and 


under the beechen ſhade. 
I ſung of Amarillis kind or coy. 


They poſſeſs no perſonalities and may cheat 
the weary Mind of a moment's anguiſh and 
ſooth the pains of deſponding. Youth. 


The compoſing of them afforded me the 
chaſteſt delight—It is a mode of reflection a 
deluſive fortune has given, as my only por- 
tion; and I cheriſh it with more ſolicitude and 
tenderneſs than the greateſt Mifer does his 
hoards of wealth. 


Song was his favorite and his firſt delight.“ 


For tho” reduced to the laſt ebb of Fortune, 
with this celeſtial Maid, (ſweet Poetry !) 28 
my companion I could wander the dreary 
waſte unconcerned at what the World calls 
miſery. 


They provoke no Virgin's bluſh, nor cor- 
rupt the Hear by the fallies of Intemperance. 


They may raiſe perhaps in ſome breaſt or o- 


ther, 
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are MW ther, the genuine ſigh of compaſſion, and me- 
ired ¶ iorate humanity under the bondage of Tyranny 
or Avarice The Virgin denied, for mer- 
cenary views, the union of her heart will find 
her own ſtory related, and the object of her 
affection his tale told in appropriate language. 
It has often been told better but never more 
innocently. Should I obtain theſe ends I ſhall 
be compenſated for my labors. To every one 
the power of Inſtruction is not given, and J 
muſt reſt content with the wi/h, if not the abi- 
ty, to pleaſe, 
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AN 
INTRODUCTORY ADDRESS, 
COMPOSED rox ru REHEARSAL DAY, oh 
AT LOUGHBOROUGH HOUSE SCHOOL ; | 
(Aid recited by 4 Young Mobleman. ) 
| 14 JUNE, 1794- | 
00. 


To urge the Soul by Learning's gen'rous aid, 

To gain thoſe honors Time will never fade ; 

To rear it to the Source from whence it ſprung :— 
For this the Prophets—Arcient Bards, firſt ſung. 

At many periods, ſince that early Time, 1 
Unnumber'd Moraliſts, in Proſe and Rhyme, 
Have kindly writ—To harmonize the Soul, 

To make it ſubject to no baſe control. 

For this the labors of the claſſic Age: 

For this Divines turn o'er the ſacred Page, 

Where Virtue beams, and Truth's inſtructive light, | 
Firſt clear'd the miſts of Error's darkeſt night. : 
Then let the Truths, to infant Minds convey'd, 

Aſſiſt weak Reaſon and Religion aid. 

Then ſhall we ſee the gen'rous, noble Care 

Inform, improve them, with the flowing Year, 


—— 


2 AN INTRODUCTORY ADDRESS, / 
| Sean 


. Th' expanded Mind with innate worth ſhall glow, 


And the fair bloſſom into beauty blow. 

What Parent, but muſt taſte ſupreme delight 
To view its Offspring thus inſtructed right? 

To ſee it beauteous—op'ning into Day, — 

Where cleareſt Reaſon ſheds her brighteſt Ray.— 
*Tis the high tranſport of the feeling Mind, 
*Tis the beſt wiſh implanted ia Mankind. — 
When they with Love, the tender care return : 
With true affection ; fond endearment burn. 
'Theſe the delights that only Parents know, 

"Theſe tender joys they mutually beſtow. _ 

Not as the leaſt the buſineſs of this Day,— 
Which clear Inſtructions to the Mind convey, 
Muſt Elocution's uſeful pow'rs be deem'd, 

Or tho? leſs known, be thence the leſs eſteem' d. 


. Aſſiſted by thoſe pow'rs our Stateſmen riſe, 


And kindly point where our true Int'reſt lies. 
Then boldly call the gen'rous patriot forth, 

Bid wealth and honor ſuccour uſeful worth. 
The Bar, the Pulpit her Aſſiſtance claim, 

And ſpeech, without her, ſcarce deſerves the Name. 
Our ſtrongeſt efforts it is true are weak, 

Yet your indulgence, your applauſe we ſeek. 
We court your ſmiles, our labours to reward, 
Aſſur'd of pity, where we have regard. 

Be then indulgent and our ſtrength you'll view, 
Then bei} exerted when it pleaſes ou. 


Tranſcrided 


TO THE DEMOCRAT," | _ 


| 1 15 
Tranſcribed from an Inn, al Aber ford, in Yorkfhire. 


TO BRITTANNIA. 


cc Nabe 
Cask, Britannia! ceaſe to wave 
6 Banners o'er thy Children's Grave | 
„ Ceaſe the Var ſo long deplor'd ! 
« Sheathe.the long deteſted ſword ! 
«© Mark the Widow's doleful cry ! 
% Hear the Mother's piercing ſigh | 
c View the Maiden's tender tear! 
«6 Weeping o'er her Lover's bier. 
See thy blooming Heros die! 
Wide o'er Gallia's coaſt they lie. | 
0 DEMOCRAT.!? 


Written at Wakefield. 


OO TR TY Oe In 


TO THE DEMOCRAT, 


Fist declare, miſtaken Youth, 
Should I quit the cauſe of truth ? 
Should I let a murd'rous band, 
Ravage all this peaceful Land? 
„ Then 
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TO THE DENOCRAT. 
| * ROOD 
Then indeed would Maidens weep, 


/ 


| If their Lovers ſooth'd in ſleep, 


Met their fate without alarm, | 
Unnerv'd and weak the vengeful Arm. 
Then indeed each Mother's ory, 

With Tears ſhould fill Britannia's Eye. 


If her Sons, with Coward fear, 
Ignobly preſs'd th' untimely bier. 


They who bleed in Britain's Cauſe,” - 
Who protect the hallow'd Laws, , 
Each ſucceeding Age has giv'n, * 4: 
Meet with Honor, Fame and Heav'n / 
Vain is then each fruitleſs ſigh, 
They but fleep who thus can die. 

Let us drive from Albion's Coaſt, 

All the murd'rous cruel Hoſt, 


Who dethron'd a virtuous King ; | 
And their horrid Crimes would bring 


To this peaceful ſhelter'd Ile, 
Where the meek ey*d Virtues ſmile. ' 
Let them quit each direful deed, 


Forbid the brave and good to bleed: 


Then my Sons ſhall ceaſe to wave, 
Banners o'er a French-man's grave, 


To THE NIGHTINGALE. 


{AN ADDRESS 
_ 
NIGHTINGALE. 
— 


Qurr. mournful Bird, the tuneful throng 
That haunt this ſhady Grove! 

Attune thy ſoft melodious Song 
And be the meſſenger of Love. 

Thy plaintive Notes more cloſely fuit 
Myrtillo's abject ſtate ; 

I ſcorn my long neglected Flute, 

And bid hee learn my fate. 


To fair Eliza's Chamber-hie, - 
There to her boſom creep ; 
Upon that Heav'n of beauties lie, 
And fink in downy ſleep. 
If ſhe awake, and chace thee thence, 
Return on flutt' ring Wing; 
Tell her Myrtillo ſent thee hence, 
His Pain: his Cares to ſing, 
B 3 


Tel) | 


6 TO THE NIGHTINGALE., 
Tell her the Lark that ſoars on high, 
Till now was not more gay ; 
The Goldfinch ſweet that warbles nigh, 
Or Thruſh on beechen ſpray. 
Tell her the Dew-beſprinkled Roſe, 
The bluſh of glowing Morn, 
The Primroſe fair that ſweetly blows, 
Beneath th' opreſive Thorn. 


No more he views the Streamlet clear, 
The ſlope of verdant Hill, 

The flow'ry Vale, the Meadow fair, 
Or Song from rural Mill. 

The Plowman whiſtling thro” the Dale, 
The Chorus of the Grove: 

No more theſe Joys with him prevail, 
His ſoul is loſt in Love. 


His youthful Breaſt impaſſion'd glows, 


And anguiſh points his Fears ; 
From her alone that paſſion roſe, - 

For her ſtill low his Tears. 
Then as you chant my burning Pains, 

Melodious and divine ; 88 
Subdue her Heart with ſweeteſt ſtrains, 

As ſhe firſt vanquiſh'd mine ! 


UPON. 


pro. A (LINNET.. 
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UPON 4A LINNEFT, 


BELONGING TO A YOUNG LADY, 


_ Which died without any apparent Caiſe. 


How few the Years fince firſt I drew 
My vital breath, and gaily flew J. 

O' er mead and flow'ry dale. 
From Morn to Eve, my varied Note 
Still warbled in my tuneful Throat, 

To woo the dying Gale. 


I freely rov'd mid rip'ning Corn, 
The dew-drop hanging on the Thorn, 
I peckt and ſipt my fill: 

My Youthful breaſt untouch'd by Care, 
As wanton as the vagrant Air; 
As uncontroll'd my Will! 


But ere returning Spring, to bleſs 

The feather'd: Choir, in varied dreſs: 
Had painted verdant Plains, 

I felt the ſoft approach of Love, 

And mournful ſought the lonely Grove, 
To nurſe the growing Pains, 
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8 UPON A LINNET - 
* 
No more the dying breeze I court, 
No more I join in wanton ſport, 
Or quit the leafy ſpray : 
But wrapt in pining, drooping thought, 
J ſhun the joys which late I ſought, 
And ſigh the live-long day. 


Not many times the Moon had paid 
Her ſilent viſit to the ſhade, 
Or I had pin'd in grief, 
Than ſweet compaſhon mov'd the breaſt 
Where dwelt my late departed reſt, 
To give my woes relief, 


Yet, ere I neſted by her fide, 
A wanton ſtole me from my bride, 
I prov'd a Captive's fate ! 
In vain I ſtrove to burſt the Wires, 
With all the rage that Love inſpires, 
Or twiſt the gilded. Grate !—— 


My ſullen breaſt diſdain'd my food, 

I pin'd, Ilanguiſh'd for the Wood, 
Where I had left my Love: 

When ſoon a form benign appear'd, 


Whoſe ſoothing Voice my boſom cheer'd, 


And I forgot the Grove, 


* 
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UPON A LINNET. 
Owe 
Beneath her ſoft indulgent Eye, 


Three Years roll'd on and not one figh, 


Eſcap'd my happy breaſt. 
No fear of Cat my ſlumbers broke, 
Her care ſecur'd me *till I *woke, 
| And watch'd me to my reſt. 


But ah! Zheſe Joys were ſoon to end, 
For pleaſure call'd my lovely friend, 
My Miſtreſs far away, _ 


"Twas now I felt my heart wou'd break, 8 


Since Anna could her Bird forſake 
And go from Love aſtray, | 


All other pains, all other cares, 

All other woes, all other fears, 
My little boſom bore ; 

But when my Anna took her leave, 

I found it was in vain to grieve, 


The conflict now was o'er. 


And thro the week's diſtreſſing hours, 
I ling'ring fear'd not all my powers, 
Could ebbing life ſuſtain. 
That ere my Anna's bleſt return, 
My boſom wou'd forget to burn, 
Gr be alive to Pain, 


7 
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i UPON 4 LINNET«/ 


She came——but juſt before my breath, 
That felt the Iey-hand of Death, 
Had gently breath'd its laſt, 
I trove to tell her in my ſtrains, 
All I had felt——but that my Pains, 
My ſorrows now were paſt, 


To ſee her thus before I died, 

Was all I wiſh'd—I faintly ſigh'd; 
And thank'd her for her Care, 

Upon her fragrant boſom laid, 

Awhile my fleeting Life was ſtaid, 
Then vaniſh'd==into Air. 
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ON WIT. 


W HEN poliſh'd Wit refines the foul 
The thoughts of Men are great, 


And Virtue will their deeds control, 
Th' expanded Heart dilate. 


But Dullneſs is a chequer'd beaſt, 


That poiſons Life and glee ; 
Then come bright Wit, for all that's bleft, 
For ever follows Thee! 
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A TO CUPID. 


| Banc G, wanton Boy, the tuneful Lyre, 
1 3 And with it, all Apollo's fire, 5 
8 | The nervous and the witty. 
Let Love and Paſſion preſs the ſtring, 
Love beſt can ſound the charms I ſing, 
Of ſweet engaging Kitty. | 


No longer let thy Mother rove, 
To tempt the fair Adonis' Love, 


She is not half ſo pretty. 

b a There's ſo much paſſion in her eye, 
4 \ | That ev'ry Youth who ſees—muſt cry, 
. I burn, I rave for Kitty. 
Tr). 
i 1 6 Then only view her ſnowy arm, 
* 5 With Love the dulleſt breaſt muſt warm, 
f 1 4 It is ſo fair and pretty. 

7 But ſhould her roſeate fingers preſs, 

1 ; Each teeming Vein will ſoon confeſs, . 
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The pow'rs of eharming Kitty. 


TO CUPID. 
Yet oh, fond Youths, thy Love forbear, 
Nor let the ſmitten Deer deſpair, 
But hide your flames in pity. 
For thro? each throbbing Tube I burn, 
As with delight my eyes I turn, 
To gaze on lovely Kitty. 


But why to ſep'rate parts confine, 

The fond—the ſimple partial Line, 
When all are wond'rous pretty. 

The Ancle—Hand—the Eye—the Neck, 

But ceaſe—raſh Boy—thy ardour check, 
Nor e'er offend thy Kitty. 7 


For her, thro' Winter's driving Snow, 

To Lapland's fartheſt clime I'd go, 
And chant the ſoothing ditty. 

For could I but her charms enfold, 

No more I'd feel the piercing cold, 
Inflam'd by lovely Kitty. 


Then come, bright Maid,—my love allow, 
Nor cloud with frowns thy aching brow, 
But oh, be kind in pity. 
For bleſt to have thy beauteous form, 
I'd ſmile amidſt Life's idle ftorm, 
And conſtant be to Kitty. 
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TO LAURA. 
* 


TO LAURA, 


ON RETURNING HER MINIATURE, 


ds ITY 


Is vain the Painter's Art has tried 
To copy Laur's Air, 

For whom ſo many Youths have died ; 
To gaze what Mortal dare ? 


The features are correctly true, 
Inanimately juſt: 

But where's that look that pierces thro', 
That ſhews her more than duſt. 


The Picture lives in ev'ry Tint, 
I ſtrove the place to find. 

Till Nature gave the friendly hint, 
And bade me ſearch my Mind. 


Sweet Laura, ev'ry charm thou haſt, 
Fond Love has copied there; 

Implanted in my faithful breaſt, 
Affectionate and dear. 


Take back the Picture, Art has drawn, 

I've gained One from Love :— 
The lifeleſs Painting ſoon has flown 
But tig, no time ſhall move! 


PASTORAL BALLAD, | 


Jn four Parts. 


DESPAIR, ABSENCE, SOLICITUDE, 
AND . 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 
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DESPAIR. 


* „„ 
| Ne 1 * 

VI Shepherds who pine in deſpair, 

Whoſe ſorrows from Love ever flow, 
Perhaps it may ſoften your Care, 

Would ye liſt to the Sonnet of Wo. 
Tho' my numbers no mellody boaſt, 

Tho' artleſs and ſimple the Strain, 
Yet in pity for memory loſt, 

Forget ev'ry fault in my pain. 


II. 
Believe me, with firmneſs I ſtrove, 
| Th' awak*'ning Paſſion to hide: 
But who can annihilate Love ?— 
"Tis vain in our ſtrength to confide. 
Whene'er the fair Virgin I meet, 
With rapture, with tranſport I glow, 
But away from her glance J retreat, 
Leſt ſhe ſee my ſwoln eyes overflow. 
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III. 
In the dances of Midnight I ery, 
To the Hamlet diſſolved in ſleep, 
Ye are deaf, happy Swains, to my ſigh, 
As unmov'd as the Lambkins ye keep. 
But why ſhould I wake ye to pain.? 
Your Virgins are lovely and kind, 
But I ne'er ſhall ſweet comfort regain, 
Or Peace in retirement find; 


IV. 

Ye know that my Anna is fair, 

That beauty and goodneſs N 
Will each ſentence and action endear, 

And ſurely they glow in her Mind. 
Then why ſhould I ſigh and deſpond? , 

Why ſorrowful weep out the Night ? 
Why darken the proſpects around? 

Why does care break the dream of delight? 


V. 

Perhaps you may think me too ſhy, 

With Courage adviſe me to ſpeak; 
Aſſur'd ſhe would kindly reply, *#4 + 

And yield me the Heart that I ſeek ? 

I would the fond maxim purſue, 

The truth of my paſſion declare, 
But I've ties that I dare not break thro), 
I fould blight ev'ry hope of the Fair. 


T1, - 


DSA. 
— 
— VI. 
For Love is by Friendſhip denied, 
And honor the tie has faſt bound; 
Will ye then my fond Shepherds deride, 
When no cure for my Paſſion is found? 
Will ye jeſt at the griefs I have borne, 
At the pleaſures ſo lately I knew ? 
Will ye ſmile, when the ſweet Tiling Morn, 
Serves only my pains to renew ? 


VIT. 

Then wander where Muſic invites, 

Then viſit in rapture the Grove ; 
Taſte each pleaſure that beauty excites, 

Ye are happy and favor'd by Love! 
But for me I will viſit the Stream, 

Increaſe the mild wave by my tears, 
There remember the rapturous Dream, 

That poſſeſt me in earlier Years. 


VIII. 

Oh, ye views that once gave me delight, 

When a Stranger to ſorrow and care, 
Why fade ye ſo fleet from my ſight? 

Oh retain all your charms for my fair,- 
Lovely flowers, that bloſſom around, 

Ye breezes, that ſteal their perfume,. 
Pauſe awhile, and the Woods ſhall reſound, 

And Nature rejoice in her bloom 
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| IX. 
But the Shepherd, who ſings in her praiſe, 
Who calls ye to rival her charms, 
No hope his deep ſorrow allays, 1 
He is baniſh'd away from her Arms. 
Then paſs ye dull hours along, 
For Anna be winged with Joy: 
Her praiſe ſtill endure with my ſong, 
Nor faſhion her beauties deſtroy. 


X. 

May each moment increaſe her delight, 

May grief never break her repoſe, 
Eet her read what my ſorrows indite, 

But be ever eſtrang'd to my woes. 
And at laſt, as ſhe utters the Sigh, 

That gives her pure ſoul its releaſe, 
May a Cherub deſcend from on high, 

And lead her to Manſions of Peace. 


— 


1. 
Wur will you, my Anna, remain 
Unmov'd, at my paſſionate ſighs ? 
When you witneſs my grief and my pain, 
Why turn from my anguiſh your Eyes: 
Believe me, your accents convey en 
More joy to my deſolate Breaſt, 
Than the rays of the opening day," 
To the wandering Stranger to reſt. 


IL 

Oh Anna, more beauteous and fair, 

Than the Lilly adorning the Vale, 
With thy bluſh not a Roſe ſhall compare, 

With thy breath not Arabia's ſweet Gale.— 
Then as Heav'n is ſeen in thy Eye, 

Sure Mercy preſides in thy Heart, | q 
Forbid thy fond Shepherd to die 


"Tis thy duty that gift to impart. 


24 ABSENCE. 
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: III. 
How could you when firſt I beheld, 
Thoſe charms that have robb'd me of Peace, 
Sweetly ſmile, when your boſom was ſteel'd ? 
Why not then bid my Paſſion to ceaſe ? 
But your Eyes ſo benignant incline, 
They baniſh my grief and deſpair, 
They tell me affection is thine, 
That thou art as tender as fair! 


IV. 
Begone ye emotions of Pain, 
My Anna is gentle and kind, 


Let rapture enliven the ſtrain, 
And gratitude live in my Mind. 
But the ſound ſeems to die from my Reed, 
And ſighs ſtill forbid me to play. 
They tell me my Anna with ſpeed, 
From her Corrydon haſtens away, 


V. 

Stop your Song then, ye Choir in the Grove, 

My Anna no longer can hear, 
Her preſence your Notes could improve, 
5 But abſent, they grate on my Ear. 
1 | Cou'd love have induc*'d her to ſtray— 
| | I ne'er ſhou'd have ſeen her depart, 
But the Colours are fading from day, 

And grief has poſſeſſed my heart. 


ABSENCE. . 
„ 

Sure the Roſes ſo lately that blow'd, 

That give this perfume to the Air, 
The Pink too that ſondly ſhe lov'd, 

Will die when no longer ſhe's near. 
The bordered Fountains will ſtop, 

The Lambkins no longer will play, 
But bleating the flow'rets crop, 


And Streams turn their Currents away. 


VII. 

She is gone——ſhe is loſt to her Swain, 

And I muſt her abſence deplore, 
Ev'ry beauty ſhall fade from the Plain, 

And reaſon delight me no more, 

Twas reaſon firſt bade me admire - 

The charms of her well-tutor'd Mind, 
Now affection and beauty conſpire, 

The fetters more firmly to bind. 


VIII. 
Yet this comfort does Reaſon beſtow, 
(What more in my Caſe can it do?) 
Tho? from rapture my Anna mult go 


To her Shepherd ſhe's faithful and trug 


Then make her high Heav'n your Care, 
Let Angels her footſteps attend, 
Of falſe Love may ſhe ever beware, 
But ye powers my paſſion befriend, 


24 _ E. 
| . 
IX. 
Could my ſpirit, awhile ſoar on high, 
And traverſe the regions of Air ; 
On the Wings of a Seraph *twon'd fly, 
And dwell in the walks of my Fair, 
With affection 'twou'd fill hover round, 
Where this Beauty was pleas'd to reſide, 
Her wand'rings its Journey ſhould bound, 
And faithfully tend as her guide. 


X. 

Impatient I wait her return, 

I pine till again ſhe appear, 
In the Grotto neglected I'll mourn, 

And forget all the ſweets of the Year, 
Ah, no! let me actively ſtrive a 

To ward ev'ry blight from the Trees, 
Bid the flowers again to revive !— 


What ſhe lov'd, in her abſence, ſhall vleaſe, 


SOLICITUDE, 
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Vp Dees 


I. 


On. ye Muſes, inſpire my ſong ! 
And Echo ſhall rife from the Vale : 
To the Tabor we'll trip it along, 
Since paſhon and truth can prevail. 
"Tis rapture,—'tis pleaſure,—'tis love !— 
Tranſported my boſom ſhall burn, 
Too great th' enjoyments I prove, 
And ſorrow perhaps may return. 


II. 

Gentle ſtreamlet thy waters impede, 

Nor roll with ſuch haſte from thy ſource! 
My Anna ſtrays over the Mead, 

To gaze on thy gurgling courſe. 
The Shepherds whoſe flocks ſafely ſtray 

O'er the plains that environ thy ſtream, . 
Shall leave them and wander away, 

To make the bright Angel their theme, 
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III. 
At Exe let them mingle their ſtrains, 
To ſooth her be melody theirs, | 
While the ſound ſtealing over the plains, 
Bids the Hamlet reſpond the foft Airs. 
And ere the gay dance is begun 
As we loiter with mirth on the Green, 
With rapture my Anna ſhall come, 
And joy in each viſage be ſeen. 


| IV. 
You may gaze, my fond Shepherds, tis true, 
To love her you cannot ſorbear. 
Vet in pity your paſſions ſubdue, 
Nor leave me to Sorrow and Care. 


That paſſion is ſelfifh unjuſt, : 
That tempts you to rival a ſwain. 
; But my Anna is conſtant, I truſt, 


And your merits ſhall give me no pain. 


V. 
May you ſhine in the Dance and the Song, 
May pleaſures attend as you rove, - 
May the Nymphs, to whom beanties belong, 
Reward your attentions with Love. 
But Corrydon ſurely's undone, 
If Anna were falſe and untrue. 
And ſhe who is falthleſs to one; 
May be faithieſs and ſickle to you, 


VI, 


. SOLICITUBRE. 


e' 
VI. 


Then Arive not to baniſh my Feace, 
I've lov'd her with firmneſs and truth! 
Nor bid the ſoft pleaſures to ceaſe, 
That inſpire the boſom of Youth. 
I've prepared my Jeſſamine- Bower, 
Adorned my Garden with Shrubs. 
And there in the ſweet nuptial hour, 
Foad Hymen ſhall ſanction our Loves. 


11 


VII. 
No greatneſs nor power I claim, 
A Shepherd is all I wou'd be, 
And Love has endeared the Name, | 
Since Annats contented with me. 
At Morn I'll awaken'the fold, | 
At Noon I will viſit my Bees; 
And when the long Day has grown old, 
Recline with my Anna at eaſe. 


N VIII. 

Thus endearment each hour ſhall grow, 

No Jeatouſy glance at our Joys: 
Pomona, rich gifts will beſtow, 

And our Cot be ſequelter'd from Noiſe. 
Even Age, when all wrinkled he comes, 

Will find us unchanged and gay ; 
For Time with his ſoft golden plumes, 

Will have paſs'd unperceived away. 
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Te IX. 
The Wood Lark —the Linnet and Dove, 
In my Thickef have long built their n : 
And there ſhall no Vagrant move, 
Their innocent Loves to moleſt. 
They wait my dear Anna to greet, 
Complain at the unkind delay ; 
Oh, when will ſhe bleſs this retreat ! 
Methinks, in their accents, they ſay.— 


X. 

The Garlands and Muſic prepare, 1 

Tomorrow to Kirk we ſhall come, 
Oh, welcome, fond Shepherds, my dear, 

As I lead her from thence to my home. 
I cannot my tranſports diſcloſe. - : 

With affection my boſom runs 0'er,— 
May no ſorrow then break this repoſe, 
And Heav'n can give me no more. 


DISAPPOINTMENT, 


Fry 


DISAPPOINTMENT. 


| "EW 
Now take, my Companions, the Crook: 


With the Chaplets the Damſels have wove: 


And leave me to ſigh o'er the Brook, 


On whoſe: banks I firſt met with my Lore. 


Ah, me! what avails that I won, 

The Crook and the Chaplets this May ? 
When my ſighs will declare me undone, | 
And tarniſh the Pride. of that Day.?— 


IT. 
The Crook was beſtudded around, 
A finer no Shepherd had ſeen : 
With a tendril of Woodbine *twas bound, 
And Anna had painted it green. 
Ah me! if a moment I'd thought, 
How ſoon the bright Colour wou'd ode, | 
I had not ſo ardently ſought 
To ſhine. in the eyes of the Maid. 
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| III. 
If penſive I ſtray o'er each field, 
Or ſigh the ſweet Woodbines among; 
Unmov'd at the beauties they yield, 
Or deaf to the Nightingale's ſong : 
If I mix not in pleaſure's gay round, 
Or cheerfully carol my Lays, 
At the Dance if no longer I'm found ; 
But in ſolitude wear out my Days : 


IV. 

Tho' you wonder, ah de not inquire 

The Cauſe, why the Shepherd is _ 
No longer alive to delire, 

That you meet him no more on the Green. 
Let me find in ſecluſion ſome eaſe, 

Let me ſeek the deep ſhade of the Night- 
Perhaps malice and flander may ceaſe, 

When I'm vaniſh'd and far out of ſight. 


. 

But why ſhould I ſtrive to conceal, 

What too well in the Hamlet is known? 
And the torments the anguith I feel, 

Muſt betray what I tremble to own ? 
Then no longer my ſorrows Ill hide; 

It a weakneſs, why let it be fot 
To Love her was ever my Pride, 
| And Iwill not my paſlion forego. 
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VI. 

The Bee round the bloſſoms will fly, 

And loiter mid rivaling ſweets; 
Their powers to detain him defy, 

And welcome from ev'ry one meets. 
Now perch'd on the op' ning Roſe, 

His wing in her fragrance he'll dip: 
She woes him, but fatally knows, | 

She cannot the wanderer keep. 


— 


VII, 

Ev'ry Morning his pleaſure renews, 

To receive him again they expand, 
Their beauties delighted he views, 

And flies as the Zephyrs command. 
With ſuch freedom, ſuch pleaſure I ſtray'd, 

Among the bright Nymphs of our Plain: 
And ſometimes I found, in the Shade, | 

I ſhould not of coyneſs complain. 


VIII. 
Theſe Joys like a Viſion ſoon paſt, 
»Twas folly to think they'd endure ; 
No. endearments of Wantons will laſt, 
Tho” eager we fly to the Lure. 
I ſingled out one from the reſt, 
Whoſe Beauties gave luſtre to day, 
My paſſion ſucceſsfully preſt, 
And thought Love was unknown to decay. 
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She is gone—then forgive the ſoft Tears, 
I ne'er may behold her again! 
Oh, Love! thou'rt encompaſs'd by Cares. 
E' en thy ſweets have the ſemblance of Pain. 
With a ſigh that deep funk: to my Heart, 
| Her pale Lips,—trembling bade me farewel-- 
Let my Tears then my anguiſh impart ! 
No language deſcribes it ſq well. 


X. 
Gh, you, that have ſeen the bright Maid, 
Who call her ſo wond'rous fair : 
Oh, do not, my Bower invade, - 
But leave-me to nouriſh deſpair. FE 
Yet ſurely-the Song may revive, - Che 
Awhile then I'll careleſsly play, 2 
IU try what my numbers can give, 
And they ſhall my feelings pourtray. 


> 
I'll fing of the days that are gone, | 
Of the Charms that my freedom enſlav'd, 
The cadence will prove me forlorn, 

And boaſt of the Shackles I brav'd. 
Yet can I her Virtues forget? 

How baniſh her form from my Mind? 
How repreſs the ſoft ſigh of regret, 
When the Pang ſo endearing I find? 


DISAPPONTMENT. 33 


02 
XII. 
I'll viſit onee more ev'ry Place | 
That has witneſs'd our mutual delight, 
Her Name from the Trees I'll eraſe, 
Leſt it meet the lone Wanderer's ſight 
Then, ſo hapleſs, ſo hard is my lot. 
For that moment be memory true. 
Juſt glance, as I pauſe on each Spot, 
Then in pity, for ever adieu. 
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TO LAURA, 


WHO LAMENTED THAT NONE OF HER NUMEROUS. FRIENDS 


HAD EVER: ADDRESs'D HER IN RHYME, 
* K , 


r 


Ca the Reed of a Swain, uninſtructed in ſong, 
A pleaſing Idea convey ? 

Can it point out the charms that to Laura belong > 
Can it one of her heauties diſplay ?— 


* 


Ah, no! 'tis in vain, tho' he call up the Shade, 
Of a Shenſtone to turn ev'ry Line: 

Tho? he viſit the Spot where his relics are laid, 
To move by devotion the-Nine.— 


E'en a Poet, whom ev'ry: Muſe has inſpir'd, 
Whoſe numbers glide ſmoothly along, 

Whoſe language by ev'ry Vitgin's admir'd, 
The pride, the delight of the Throng, - 
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Wou'd ſhrink from the taſk, unleſs Laura wou'd deign 
O'er the rapturous Theme to preſide ; 

Then infuſe, in his numbers, her heav'nly ſtrain : 

For all Language muſt fail him beſide. - 


10 LAURA | 35 
0 . 
Wonder not then, ſweet Laura, no ſhepherd has frrove 
T'awaken the filver-ton'd Lyre.— 
Nor deem us the leſs the fond victims of Love, 


That we claim not celeftial fire. 


IENDS If the charms of thy perſon but burſt on our Eyes, 
By tumultuous emotions we're tolt : 
For Cupid ſtill points ev'ry dart as it flies, 
And deep in our breaſts they're loſt. 


„ Wou'd we fondly aſſuage the heart-rending pains, | 
Bid reflection its cordial bring ? 
We pauſe and imagine (poor loſt filly ſwains) 
| We're as free as the Zephyrs in ſpring. 


| 

| 

' 

In the pleaſing delirium we baniſh all thought, | 
Perſuaded the Paſhon is gone. : | | 

When a more fatal charm by thy numbers is brought, ö 
And Reflection we madly diſown. 


Ah! where ſhall the wretches, devoted by Love, | 

Seek their Cares, their diſtreſſes to hide? | 

Shall they fly from this Spot? from thy preſence remove, | 
Or dare they in hope to confide ? 

| 

g 

g 


deign While remembrance in our fond-boſoms ſhall live, 
So long ſhall our paſſions endure : 
So deep are the wounds, —hapleſs Beauty, you sive, 
That Abſence and Time cannot cure, 


Vonde 
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36 / To L aura. 
0 
Tis a maxim in Language, undoubtedly true, 
That Eloquence often is ſhewn, 
When words cannot reach it,—as praiſe cannot you, 


By Apofiopeſis—alone. 


Thus I who a tribute to merit wou'd pay, 
But finding no thought I poſſeſt, 

Suſficiently great your bright charms to diſplay, 
In the ſtrength of that figure muſt reſt, : 
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WRITTEN 


ON THE ; {1 


LEAF OF A POCKET-BOOK, 


SENT BY THE AUTHOR, TO A YOUNG LADY 


(x0 favor'd trifle ! with my Emma ſtay,— 
Increaſe thy worth with each revolving day. 
Retain the pledges of my faithful Love, 
And by thy preſence fickle thoughts remove. 
No Rival's Letters in thy folds be plac'd, 

To Truth and Love oh; be for ever chaſte. 
Remind her often of my anxious fears, 

My tender hopes, and conſtant Jealous Cares. 
And in her breaſt ſhould like affections burn, 
Ere long may”*ſt thou and bliſsful hours return. 


TTEN 
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Afterwards added on a ſuppoſed flight. 


THUS late in Pride, the airy Lute I ſtrung, 
And uninſpir'd my tender paſſion ſung, | 
E But 
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But now ſhe's chang'd, who held my captive Mind, 

My plaintive Notes hang hollow on the Wind. 

I beat my Breaſt and hang my drooping Head, 

And fain wou'd reſt me, with the peaceful dead. 

She's chang'd alas, but may another prove 

More truly bleſt, and yet leſs fondly Love. 


TRE AUTHOR” LAMENTS, &c. | 39 
N | 0 | 


{| 
CT ———— 
Tur Author laments in the following Piece, that the Paſſion which - 
ſhou'd ſoften the ferocity of Nature, and elevate us beyond the , 
brute Creation——That ſhould have the ſanction of Reaſon for it: · 
duration, is generally productive of Folly,— Vanity, —Deceit and 
Hypocriſy. | 


_ TT 


IN Love, with ſweet paſſion, —we Angels adore, 
| Divinity brightens each 'Theme, | 
But if Fi/ted, awhile our Faults'we deplore, 
Mere Mortals our Goddeſles ſeem, 


We dwell with delight on each feature and air, 
Ev'ry Maiden can boaſt a bright eye: 

Whether nutbrown—or black—or flaxen the Hair : 
Even Red we extol to the ſky. 


CY 


We paint them with charms which Nature diſplays, 
And fancy the picture mult ſtrike ; 

But ungrateful they prove,—we diſcredit the praiſe, 
And wonder we ever could like. 


KA. | | Oh 


40 THE AUTHOR: LAMEN'TS, &. 
ei 
Oh Woman ! if truly your powers ye knew, 
With fondneſs ye'd keep what ye won. 
More pleaſures attend, when your Lovers are true, 
Than to. flatter your pride they're undone. 


*Fis eaſy to Jilt, if the Youth be ſincere, 
But poor is the gain of deceit. 

Tho” Beauty ſhould bribe us to pour forth a tear, 
Soon we laugh at, and pity the cheat. 


In the midſt of yon Thicket, ſee Corrydon ſtray, 
Sad, penſive and mournful his face. | 

A ſigh burſting from him, enraptur'd he'll ſay, 
No Angel ſurpaſſes her grace.“ 


© Thy Beauties, ſweet Emma,—unrivall'd ſhall be, 
No Virgin be counted more fair. 

© What ſweetneſs of Look? what a boſom ? ah, ſee! 
„What a pity that falſehood is there.“ 


Thus drooping,—thus ſighing, —he wanders along, 
Nor heeds ſhould a Goddeſs paſs by : 

But wakes from his dream“ It is Phillis' ſong, 
He forgets that he utter'd a ſigh. 


The Charms of his Emma, ſo lately his praiſe, 
By Phillis's ſong is deſtroy'd. 
«<. Emma's falſe,” he will cry, „but bleſt are the days, 


-That in hearing thy Notes are employ' d!“ 
| Thus 


1 


THE AUTHOR, LAMENTS, &. 41 
Thus Love in both Sexes, is really a farce, . 
Each labors their Love to deceive. 
Fidelity no where is met with, alas! 
What Maiden or Youth dare believe? 


View the Tabby illnatur'd, ſurrounded by Cats, 
She, mumping, her Lovers can count. 

She tells you of William, of Strephon, (the flats) 
And Poets, too, ſwell the amount. 


In her day, ſhe was handſome, and Courted, forſooth, 
„ By Shepherds on ev'ry Plain. 

She jilted them all, till a gay rakiſh Youth,. 
„Left her in her turn to complain.” 


The vain filly Laſs, tho' deeming it great 
To jilt and new Lovers engage, 

Repines at each triumph, when (yielding to Fate) 
Time gives her to Scandal and Rage. 


And the confident Youth, as he, ſees in his Glaſs, 
The viſage of beauty and wit, 

Laments that the moments fo tediouily paſs, 
Till he with Dulcinea ſhall meet. 


. 


4 This Face, he exclaims, —** ſuch females has won; 
«© The Toaſts and the Belles of our Town ! 

% Dulcinea muſt ſtrike, and the is undone ! 
For roving I Love I muſt own,” 
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42 THE" AUTHOR® L'AMENTS, &. 
* - 
What a trick is this Love ?—How futile, how vai 
Like a-ſhadow—fo fleeting tis paſt. 
But Friendſhip's endearments with Life ſhall remain, 
Enereaſe and expand to the laſt. 5 


Then, adieu to the ſex, to friendſhip I fix: — . 
The ſoftner, the ſolder of Liſe. 3 
The gen'rous ſenſations, vain Love, ſhall outvie; 
And no more I will dream of a Wife. 


10 ANNA. | 43. 
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Te yet rememb'rance dwell in Anna's Mind. 
If yet indulgent, —gen'rous,—fond and kind,— — 
If ſtill the ſame for whom my boſom bled, — | 
It yet to paſſion Anna is not dead i>— _ 
Theſe Lines ſhall elaim a tributary Tear, 
And glowing bluſhes ſay I once was dear 
Then ſhall my Heart.awhile ſuſpend its grief, 
And tranſient gleams of bliſs precede relief. 
A blifs beyond what Earth can elſe afford, 

And ill-exchang'd to be Earth's victor Lord. 
For Tyrant Kings their Subjects ſtill obey, 
And more en/{av'd, fleep leſs ſecure than they. 
But he who finds (in ſilken fetters bound ) | 
Love's dear delight, meets all that can be found_ 
Of bliſs—of Joy—what elſe would Mortals know. 
Suſpenſe from pain !—that is not found below. 
'Thus, far from.thee, my weary ſteps I take 
O'er cultur'd Plains, —to ſorrow's Voice awake. 
And till I hear her in the Midnight hour, 
While painful ſighs confeſs her, iron power. 
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44: TO ANNA. 

* „ : 
The Morning breaks, —but yet to grief a Prey, 
Sad - ſad and ſorrowful I waſte the Day. 
The ſoſteſt Couch will not aſſuage my Pain, 
Nor Love nor Friendſhip hear my Muſe complain. 
Thy Name alone —fair Anna's left for me 
Thy Voice denied to hear, - thy Form to ſee,.— 
All —all—is darkneſs, —gloom and miſery. - 
Ye let me thank you for thoſe bliſsful Days, — 
When fond attentive to my artleſs Lays, 
Thy beauteous ſmile o'erpaid my ardent Sigh, 
And chas'd the Tears while gath'ring in my Eye. 
For even then, tho' bleſt with Love and Thee, 
This mournful breaſt was not from ſorrow free. "1 
I felt the preſſure of ingenuous Care; | * 


And Hope would ſmile, but drown'd not quite deſpair, 4 
* 


While fond preſaging doub!'s, declar'd my Love too 7. 


fair. 
Need I deſcribe, my beauteous Anna ſay, 
The pangs I feli, when torn from thee away ? 


What Tears I ſhed,? What anguiſh rent my heart 


Why aid | Live,—and yet with Anna part? 

Nor hall that grief cauſe one repentant Thought: 

My Tears Ill ne'er difown—with fondneſs fraught, 

I'll long indulge the ſoft deluſive woe, 

And proudly own, from what ſweet ſource they flow. 
Ev'n bold Achilles ſnun'd the Trojan War, 

When Agamemnon claim'd his foreign fair. 

That Hero wander'd on the Sea-beat Shore, 

Nor bluſh'd to weep, —his Miſtreſs to deplore. 


Tube 
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T0 ANNA. - 
The Sea leſs moy*'d roll'd ſoftly murmuring by, 
And caught the ſoft infection from his Eye. 


The Breezes paus'd,—the Waves their courſe delay'd, 


And Sea Nymphs mourn'd the. Hero and the Maid. 
His grief was juſt, but poor compar'd to Mine, 

As was Briſets) Form inferior to Thine. _ 

His was the right of Conqueſt and of Arms, — 

And to the fate of War ſhe yielded up her'charms ; 
Unmix'd her Love with friendſhip's tender Name, 
Nor did eſteem but paſſion, raiſe the flame. 

But had he ſerv'd her with a Lover*s Care, 

In the ſoft bond ge worn the tranquil Year ;— 

Had mutual endearments, their fond boſoms join'd, 
The Heart ſtill glowing—the affections kind; 
And at the moment, poſſeſſion ſhould have bleft, 
Had Avarice and Pride torn weeping from his Breaft, 
A Nymph like Thee, fo virtuous kind and true, 

He had not bade his Country, —but the World adieu: 
Love's tort'ring pains, had cds d his Heart to ſwell, 
And Homer wanted powers that grief to tell. 
Yes, my ſweet Anna, Mem'ry paints the Day, 
Nor yet will time rememb'rance wipe away. 
The joys I felt when firſt thy Letters came, 

And tears and kiſſes half deſtroy'd thy Name. 
Yet ſure ſome cruel envious Demon's ſpite 

Has bade to ceaſe—or poiſon'd the delight ?— 
Or ſtill they'd come, thy tim'rous friend to bleſs, 
That friend, tho? abſent, cannot love you leſs.— 
Yet fond I truſt, while Hope benignant ſmiles, 
That Love may yet reward my honeſt Toils. 
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46 | TO ANNA. 
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* . 
That, ere another ſummer rolls along, e 4. 
Joy may inſpire, and paſſion crown my ſong. 7 
Till when my Fair the fimple verſe believe; N 
Verſe, far too weak, thy boſom to deceive. | 4 
Till when, no Eve my Oriſons ſhall cloſe, 
Or on the Couch I'll wake from ſhort repoſe, | 
But thy lov'd Name ſhall guide my ardent Pray'r - - 
To Heav'ns high Throne, —to meet my Auna g tiere. 


TO ANNA, 
UNDER THE NAME OF ARPASIA. 
I 


: Vr little Loves, fair Venus“ Train, 
„L Awhile forſake th' Arcadian Plain, 
1 Io Muſidoras come! 
| Nor grieve to quit a ſpot ſo dear, 
One moment only loiter here, 
And you'll forget your home. 


as For if ſweet Paſhon ere could move, | 
f Or if the pangs of hopeleſs Love, TY N 

Deſerve the ſmalleſt Care? | { Y 

] yet the favoring hour may gain, 5 | 

And one indulgent Smile obtain, | ; \ | 

Io woo the yielding Fair. | 


Then haſte ye little Loves away, - | 
Around Arpaſia's beauties play, | 
In ſofteſt accents breathe | 
The fondeſt Tale that Love can'frame, 
That may her gentle heart inflame, 


And watchful Pride deceive, 
Yeb 


— 


0 ** A _ on » 4 «x. . 8 
> uy 24 vai. 2 2 Leer tran e k 


' BE a 2 ro ANNA," * 


"8 ö | * 


j Vet ah—the fond Idea flies, 

5 And leaves me but repentant ſighs, 
And unavailing Tears. 

Nor dare I too her heart aſpire, 

My humble ſtate forbids deſire, 
And wakes unnumber'd fears. 


? 
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And Gold can ev'ry charm improve, 


No merit need the Lover ſhare, 
'Tis Gold that muſt ſecure the Fair, 
And bleſs his envied Lot. 


Yet ſure in lov'd Arpaſia's face, 
That emwiates a ſeraph's grace, 
I read a purer Mind: 
A ſoul from ſelfiſh views exempt, 
Nor wilt old Mammon dare to tempt, 
When Love and Truth are joind. 


She ſcorns, where folly walks, to ſhine, 
Full oft I've ſeen her eyes decline 
The fop's familiar ſtare. 
The gaze of Fools give her no joy, 
And Arts that Female-wits employ, 
Find no employment there, 
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Create them, where they're not; 
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For wealth is now, what once, was Love ;— 
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Unenvie “I 


' Unenvied let the foplings flirt. ANTI IEEE 
It cannot Muſidorous hurt, | 8 


For Love will Art defy; 
»Tis theirs to hope what Gold can do, 
And be their ſordid wiſhes true, 
*Tis mine to gase and die. 


Then haſte ye little Loves away, 
To her theſe artleſs Lines convey, 
With honeſt Truth impreſt. 
And tell her tho“ my hopes are flown, 
Some Peace is left while verſe can mourn 
Such beauties unpoſſeſt. 


That in the filent peaceful Shade, £ 
I, like th' exotic flow'ret fade 
Beneath the northen Skies: 
No cheering ſun-beams rear its head, 
With bended ſtalk it meets the Bed, 
And unregarded dies.— | 


Then come ſweet Muſe her beauties ſing, 
And let the Hills and Vallies ring,” 
While Love inſpires the Lay. 
Far hence, ye vulgar views; begone !— 
Arpaſia, now I'm all thy/own, 
And thus my chains diſplay. 
| 9-4 F | And 


TO ANNA. 
_ ve 
And yet I feel, that worn with Care, 
J foon ſhall meet a ſcene more fair, 
Where Love and' tranſport reign. 
And, as her ſeraph's ſmiles aſſure, 
That ſince I lov'd a ſoul fo pure. 
In heav'n we'll meet again. 


TO LAURA, 
ON INDIFFERENCE« 


The- Young Lady who is here addreſſed as Lavaa, at the Gom- 
mencement of the War, had many Relatives in the. Iſland of St. 
Domingo. A Brother in the Eaſt India Service, and her Betrothed 
Favorite with the Armies on the Continent. She had experienced 
more than the common Viciffitudes incident to Y6uth 7 and feeling: © 
this complicated anxiety in its full force, gave mes Trench Maxim 
(which I have tranſlated underneath) and added with much ſolici- 
tude and earneſtneſs that human Life was ſo chequered with woes,” | 
and the ſuſceptible breaſt ſo alive to pain, that a ſlate of indiffe- 


*t rence muſt he the moſt preferable Lot of humanity, | a 
« DESIRE and Hope are the amuſements of a human 
® being ;—the former is a pain, and the ſeeond a eonſo- 
* lation often ill founded. If we could overcome deſire, 
« we ſhould be immediately in poſſeſſion; of Content- 
* ment; for he who wiſhes for nothing enjoys all things, 
* while deſire is a Tyrant _ a Scourge that never 
e ceaſes from tormenting us. 


To Fear and to Hope, are all we can know, 
« While Itinerants thro” Life's gloomy Vale. 
*The former's acknowledg'd the ſource of our l 


64 The latter fallacious and frail. 10 
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6s * To truſt then in Hope i is moſt certainly Vain, | 1 2 
And fear but Enervates the Mind: 

Dixeſted of Joy, were diveſted of Pain, 
« Is a truth in experience we find!“ 

Are theſe your fixt thoughts, lovely Laura, declare! 
Sweet emblem of virtue and truth, 

Why are Angels, like you then, deſcribed as fair ? 
Why is age ſtill neglected for Youth ? 

Unleſs the ſenſations they both can excite, 
Full plealing by Mortals are thought ? 

Senſibility ever abounds with delight, by ** 

And thes Sy: is with happineſs fraught, 4s mrs 


What pains and diſtreſſes has Laura "OR felt; 

That She for Indiff*rence wou'd pray? 

Perhaps ſocial ſorrows may make your hears melt, 
You ſtill may be cheerful and gay. 

'Tis the gloomy alone that experience deſpair, 
As the ſullen are ſtrangers to peace: 

While the Souls that can feel for their fellows a Care, 

Find pleaſures and en poor encreaſe. 


Be mine the delight that afection beftows, 
Love and Friendſhip will come in her train: 
Let me ſtop that ſoft ſtream, as from Laura it flows, 
And lighten her Breaſt of its Pain. 
Tell me then, my ſweet Love, what thy agony iy. 
To mitigate ſorrows of thine, 
Will give to this boſom the honeſteſt bliſs, 
And each ſenſe of my Soul will refine. 


What 


ro LAUB4« 
IONS | 
What mind is fo felfiſh to baniſh the ſweets, 
That ariſe from Compaſſion's ſoft Pain? 
Or feelings deſtroy that in ſorrowꝰ's retreats, 
Bid you weep as her victims complain? 

I know your kind Soul, its weakneſs adore : 
Your tenderneſs lifts you to heav'n ! 
Then contented remain—the bleſſings in ſtore, 
On Earth perhaps ne'er can be giv'n. 

To be grave then indeed, for that has its end, 
Religion this maxim will teach, 

That Providence ever to goodneſs a friend, 
*Proportionates bleſings to each. 

And believe me, dear Laura, that prayer is wrong, 
Indiff*rence each pleaſure deſtroys, 

For to Vice and her Votries tho? forrows belong, 
The Virtuous are crowned with joys. 
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To juſtify the ways of God to Man in their unlimitted extent, 
was not the intent of this little Piece——that ſubjeR has been properly 
treated by an Inſpired Pen,—It was written to ſoothe the panꝑs of virgin 
tenderneſs, and to awaken a ſenſe of the goodneſs of that Being who (for 
the wiſeſt of purpoſes) mixed good and evil, pleaſure and pain in the 
Cup of mortal Life, 


| 
(Cor, thou gently blowing Zephyi 


As from Poppy Beds you riſe ! 
Come, uncheck*d by ſtormy Ether, 
Where a hapleſs Shepherd lies. — 
Sooth my mind to ſoft oblivion, 
Which ſad vigils ſtill will keep; 
In this moſs- grown rude Pavillion, 
Wrap me in thy deepeſt ſleep. 


Near me hover, gentle Spirit, 
Whoſe peculiar lot I'd be! 
Gentle God of Love—lI merit 
By my griefs, a guard from thee, 
Grant then, as thou watcheſt o'er me, 
J may loſe all ſenſe of Paint 
Oh diſpel the the gloom before me, 
Or ne'er let me wake again, 
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COLIN—X SONG, 


PUBLISHED AT WAKEFIELD,-AND SET TO MUSIC 


BY MR. SAMPSON. 


.. 


Turv tell me that the roſes bloom, 
And varied ſummer glows ;- 

That ev'ry Garden breathes perſume, 
And gentle Zephyr blows. 

That Muſic wakes the leafy. grove, . 
That Swain and Virgin meet; 

Where Philomella mourns her Love, 
And pours her. ſtrains ſo ſweet.- 


Can theſe delight the heart that's torn ? 
Or chaſe the lover's tear ? 

Ah why returns the bluſhing morn ?* 
Why look the meadows fair? 

Ere Colin taſtes delight again, 

Fair Anna muſt return; 

But ſooner will Love's hallow'd flame 

In ſordid boſoms burn. 


GOLIN, A SONG. 
22 

Her preſence heighten'd ev'ry ſcene, 
Her Voice awaken'd day, 

The Shepherds hail'd her beauty's Queen, 
And harbinger of May.— | 

How cou'd ſhe quit the cheerful plain, 
Forſake her native home ? 

Twas ſure to bleſs ſome wealthier ſwain,. 
O'er gayer fields to roam, 


In vain then beauties meet my eye, 

Or fragrance woes the breeze, 
At muſic's voice I ever ſigh, 

And love no more can pleaſe. 
With Anna ev'ry joy is fled, 

Why then does Colin ſtay, 
To ſee the ſummer flow'rets fade, 
And weep the joyleſs day. 


OPHELIA 


OPHELIA, 


WRITTEN DURING. THE REPRESENTATION OF 
__ KAMLET: 


96922. 


Arrenp to my Strains, ye Virgins ſo gay! 
Ah lightly ye trip o'er the Mead. 

T once, like the Lambs, cou'd as frolickſome ſtray, 
Ere Love had be wilder d my head. 


Now the morning, the noon, the —_ ſhaded night, 


To Ophelia do equally ſhine ;— 
The ſweet ſcented Roſe feels the cankerworm's bits, Wnt 


And I wither while yet in my prime 


Then pity—ah,. pity Ophelia that mourns, 
Who bids you of falſehood beware :— 

Remember the Roſe tho' lovely has thorns, 
And paſtime's the prelude to Care. 


To the Streamlet bewilder'd Ophelia fly, 
There hang on the Willow ſo green. 
Ere long ſhall the Swan learn thy muſie and die, 
And no trace of thy ſorrows be ſeen. 
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Ye Songſters of Spring, then carol away, Th 
Yet ſadden your accents with Love ; | 
For diſtant is gliding the-dfeam of Life's day, 
A I graſp at the pleaſures above. 
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